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THE LIFE OF COLLINS. 


William Collins was born at Chichester in Sussex, 
on the 25th of December, 1921. His father was a 
hatter of good reputation, and alderman of that city. 
He received his early education in his native place. 
In 11333 he was admitted a scholar of Winchester 
College, where he continued seven years under the 
tuition of Dr. Burton. In 1740 he had the merit to 
procure a distinguished place in the list of those schol- 
lars who are elected upon the foundation of Winches- 
ter to New College in Oxford; but as there were then 
no Vacancies in that society, he was admitted a com- 
moner of Queen's-College in the same University. 
During his residence there, he was at once distinguish- 
ed for genius and indolence, his exercises, when he 
could be prevailed on to write, bearing visible char- 
acteristics of both. No vacancy happening in New 
College, he was recommended by his tutor to the 20“ 
ciety of Magdalen, where he was chosen a Demy, in 
July 2741. The uncommon abilities and learning 
which he displayed on this occasion principally con- 
tributed to his election. He continued at 
Magdalen College till he had taken his Bachelor's de- 
gree; and poetry being his principal purtuit, he wrote, 
about this time, his Oriental Eclegues, which were 
published in 1742, under the title of Persian Eclogues. 
The success of these poems was far from being equal 
to their merit; but to a novice in the pursuit of fame, 
the least encouragement is sufficient : if he does not at 
once acquire that reputation to which his merit entitles 
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him, he embraces the encomiums of the ſew, forgive 
the many, and intends to open their eyes to the strik. 
ing beautics of his next publication. As Col- 
lins brought with him to the university a high opinion 
of his school acquisitions, and a sovereign contempt 
for all academic studies and discipline, he never look- 
ed with any complacency on his situation, but wa 
continually complaining of the dullness of a college 
life. Weary of the confinement and uniform- 
ity of an academic life, and fondly imagining that 
his superior abilities would draw the attention of the 
great world, and make his fortune, in 1744, he sud- 
denly left the university, and came to London, 3 lit- 
erary adventurer, with many projects in his head, and 
very little money in his pocket. To acquaint himself 
with life, he commenced a man of the town, became 
an assiduous frequenter of the theatres, and spent his 
time in all the dissipation of Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and 
other places of public resort. In this pleasurable way 
of life, he was soon overtaken by poverty, from which 
he endeavoured to escape, by planning schemes for 
elaborate publications ; but whether it were the power 
of dissipation, or the genius of repose that interfered, 
he could proceed no farther, Several books were 
projected which he was very able to execute, and he 
became in idea an historian, a critic, and a dramatic 
poet, by turns. At one time he publisbed proposals 
for an History of the revival of Letters ; at another, he 
undertook to translate, and comment on, Aristotle's 
Poetics, and received, from the booksellers, some 
money: he then turned his thoughts to the drama, 
and planned several tragedies, but he only planued 
them. Under this unaccountable dissipation 
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he suffered the greatest inconveniences. Day tuceed- 
ed day for the support of which he had made no pro- 
vision, and in which he was to zubsist either by the 
long repeated contributions of a friend, or the gener- 
osity of a casual acquaintance. Yet indolence triumph- 
ed over both want and shame; neither the anxieties 
of poverty nor the heart-burning of dependence had 
power to animate resolution to perseverance. As there 
is a degree of depravity into which if a man falls he 
becomes incapable of attending to any of the ordinary 
means that recal men to virtue, so there are some cir- 
cumstances of indigence $0 extremely degrading that 
they destroy the influences of shame itself, and most 
spirits are apt to sink under their oppression into a 
sullen and unambitious despondence. How- 
ever this might be with regard to Mr. Collins, we 
find that in the year 1746 he had spirit and resolution 
enough to publish his Dees, descriptive and allegorical; 
the success of which was even inferior to that of the 
Oriental Eclogues. Millar, the bookseller, purchased 
the copy at a very handsome price; but the sale was 
insufficient to pay the expense of printing. As 300 
2s he was able, he returned Millar the copy-money, 
indemnified him for the loss he had sustained, and 
contigned the remainder, with indignation, to the 
flames. It is not surprising that his Odes were 
unpopular at their first appearance; allegorical and 
abstract poetry was above the taste of the times, and 
will ever be above the taste of the bulk of readers. 
In 1748, he wrote an Ode on the Death of Thomson, 
and about the same time, the beautiful Dirge in Shaks- 
peare's ++ Cymbeline.” The misfortunes of 
Collins had alrcady made a deep impression on bis 
aZ 
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mind, but he found some consolation in changing the 
scene, and visiting his uncle, Licutenant Colonel Mar- 
tin, who was then with the British army in Flanders. 
His uncle died soon after his arrival and left him 2000l. 
a zum which he did not live to exhaust. The money 
he obtained from the booksellers, on the credit of 
translating Aristotle's Poetics,” was then repaid and 
the translation was neglected. But man is not 
born for happiness; Collins, who, while he studied 
to live, felt no evil but poverty, no sooner lived to 5tudy 
than his life was assailed by more dreadful calamities, 
disease and inzanity! The accession of fortune came 
too late. He had been 20 long barrassed by anxiety, 
dissipation, and distress, that he fell into a nervous 
disorder, accompanied with an unconquerable depres- 
sion of spirits, which, at length, reduced the finest 
underatanding to the most deplorable dulness. In 
the first stages of his disorder he attempted to relieve 
himself by travel, but the growing malady obliged 
him to return. About this time Dr. Johnson visited 
him at Islington, where he was waiting for his sister, 
whom he had directed to meet him: © there was 
then,“ says Johnson, © nothing of disorder discernable 
in his mind by any but himself; but he had with- 
drawn from study, and travelled with no other book 
than an Englizh Testament, such as children carry to 
school: when his friend took it into his hand, out of 
curiosity, to tee what companion a man of letters had 
chosen, I have but one bock,“ said Collins, but 
it is the beat.” His disorder was not alienation of 
mind, but general laxity and feebleness, a deficiency 
rather of vital than intellectual powers. His words 
wanted neither judgment nor spirit; but a few minutes 
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exhausted him; $o that he was forced to rest on his 
couch, till a short cessation restored his powers, and 


he was again able to talk with his former vigour. 

Collins began to feel the approaches of this dreadful 
malady n after his uncle's death, and with the 
usual weakness of men 80 disessed, eagerly snatched 
that temporary relief with which the table and the 
bottle flatter and seduce. But his health continually 
declined, and he grew more and more burdensome to 
himself. He was for some time confined in a house 
of lunatics, and afterwards died in the arms of a sister 
at Chichester, in 2756, in the 35th year of his age. 

Mr Collins was in stature somewhat above the middle 
size; of a brown complexion, keen expressive cyes, 
and a fixed tedate aspect, which, from intense think- 
ing, had contracted into an habitual frown. He had 
made great proficiency in learning; was acquainted 
with the ancient languages, and with the French, Ital- 
ian, and Spanish. Like Milton, he was fond of the 
marvellous and extravagant. Genii, fatics, and rom» 
ance, afforded him the highest pleasure; and he de- 
lighted to rove in the regions of fancy. His car was 
finely susceptible of the charms of harmony, and his 
genius was equal to the sublimest flights of the lyric 
muze. As a man, his picty was rational and sublime, 
his notions of conduct were solid, and he was adorn- 
ed with the finest feelings of humanity. Whenever 
the difficulties of his situation, and surround ing temp- 
tations led him astray, he returned, with an untaint- 
ed mind, into the paths of virtue. His Oriental 
Eclogues were reprinted in 4to, 1757. His Poetical 
Works, with Memoirs of the Author, and Obsercations on 
his Genius and Writings, were published by Lang- 
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horne, in 8vo, 1764 An Essay on his Oriental 
Eclogues, appeared in a posthumous volume of © Criti- 
cal Es$2ys.” by Scott, in 1985. His Ode on the Popu- 
lar Suberstition of the Highlands, considered as the Sub- 
ect of Poctry, was printed in the farst volume of the 
„ Transactions of the Royal Society of Edinburgh,” 
2788, from a mutilated rude draught obtained from 
Dr. Carlyle of Inverness, which fell into his hands 
among the papers of a friend of his and Mr. John 
Home's, who died as long ago as 1754. It appeared 
afterwards that it had been addressed to Mr Home, 
by Collins, on his leaving London io 1749. A per- 
fect copy of this Ode was printed by J. Bell, at London, 
in 4to, said to have been found in the drawers of a 
bureau, but the evidence of its authenticity was with- 
held from the public. Dr. Johnson has spoken 
of the productions of Collins in severe and injurious 
terms. A very different opinion of their excellences, 
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is, however, maintained by critics of unquestion- 


able reputation. The picces omitted in this 
selection ate such as abound with much obscurity and 
absurd traditions. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGCUES. 


ECLOGUE I. 
Selim; or, the Shepherd's Moral. 
Scene, 2 valley ncar Bagdat.— Time, the morning. 


© Ye Persian maids! attend your poet's lays, 
and hear how shepherds pass their golden days. 
Not all are bless'd, whom Fortune's hand $ustains 
with wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains ; 
well may your hearts belicve the truths I tel]; 
't is virtue makes the bliss where'er we dwell.” 

Thus Selim sung. by sacred truth inspir'd ; 
nor praise, but such as Truth bestow d, devir'd : 
wise in himself. his meaning songs convey'd 
informing morals to the shepherd maid; 
or taught the Weins that surest bliss to find, 
what groves nor streams bestow—a virtuous mind. 

When sweet and blushing, like a virgin bride, 
the radiant morn tesum' d her orient pride; 
when wanton gales along the vallies play, 
breathe on cach flower, and bear their sweets away ; 
by Tygris' wandering waves he sat, and sung 
this useful lesson for the fair and young. 

e Persian dames !” he said, © to you belong, 
(well may they please!) the motels of my song: 
no fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 
grzc'd with $oft arts, the peopled world around! 
the morn that lights you, to your loves zupplics 
each gentler ray delicious to your eyes; 
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for you those flowers her fragrant hands bestow, 
and yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not these, all beauteous as they are, 
the best kind blessings Heaven can grant the fair, 
Who trust alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
boast but the worth Baszora's “ pearls display: 
drawn from the deep, we own their surface bright ; 
but, dark within, they drink no lustrous light. 
Such are the maids, and such the charms they boast ; 
by sense unaided, or to virtue lost. 
Self-flatt'ring sex 13 hearts believe in vain, 
that love shall blind, when once he fires the swain ; 
or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
as spots on ermine beautify the skin. 
Who seeks secure to rule, be first her care 
each softer virtue that adorns the fair; 
each tender passion man delights to find, 
the lov d perfections of a female mind! 
Bless'd were the days, when Wisdom held her reign, 
and shepherds sought her on the silent plain; 
with Truth she wedded in the secret grove, 
immortal Truth! and daughters bless'd their love. 
O haste, fair maids! ye virtues! come away, 
sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy shrub for you shall love our shore, 
by Ind” excell'd, or Araby, no more. 
Lost to our fields, for so the fates ordain, 
the dear deserters shall return again. -  [clear; 
Come thou, whose thoughts as limpid springs are 
to lead the train, sweet Modesty! appear: 
here make thy court amidst our rural scene, 


* The gulph of that name, famous for the pearly-fubery. 
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and shepherd-girls shall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaztity, of all afraid, 
distrusting all, a wise $uspicious maid ; 
but man the most—not more the mountain doe 
holds the gift falcon for her deadly toe. 
Cold is her breazt, like flowers that drink the dew ; 
2a Silken veil conceals her from the view 
No wild desires amidst thy train be known, 
but Faith, Whose heart is fix'd on one alone; 
desponding Meekness, with her down-cast eyes, 
and friendly Pity, full of tender $sighs; 
and Love the last. By these your hearts approve ; 
these are the virtues that must lead to love,” 

Thus zung the swain; and ancient legends zay, 
the maids of Bagdat veriſy'd the lay: 
dear to the plains, the virtues came along: 
the shepherds lov'd, and Selim bless'd his song. 


PEPE 


ECLOGUE II. 


Hassan ; or, the Camel-Driver. 
Scene, the desert Time, mid-day. 


In silent horror, o'er the boundless waste, 
the driver Hassan with his camels pass d; 
one cruize of water on his back he bore, 
and his light scrip contain'd a scanty store : 
2 fan of painted teathers in his hand, 
to guard his «haded face from scorching sand 
The sultry zun had gain'd the middle sky, 
and not à tree, and not an herb was nigh: 
he beazts, with pain, thei dusty way pumue, 
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shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
with desperate sorrow wild, th' affrighted man, 


thrice sigh'd, thrice struck his breast, and thus began: 


Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
when first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way! 
© Ah! little thought I of the blasting wind, 
the thirst or pinching hunger that I find! 
bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage, 
when fails this cruise, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign ; 
then what but tears and hunger shall be thine ?- 
© Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
in all my griefs a more than equal share! 
here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 
or moss-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
in vain ye hope the green delights to know, 


which plains more bless'd, or verdant vales bestow ; 


here rocks alone, and tasteless sands are found, 

and faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
when first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way! 

© Curst be the gold and silver which persuade 

weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! 

the lily Peace outshines the silver store, 

and life is dearer than the golden ore; 

yet money tempts us o'er the desart brown, 

to every distant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea; 

and are we only yet repaid by thee ? 

Ah! why was ruin 80 attractive made ? 

or why, fond man, so easily betray'd ? 

Why heed we not. while mad we haste along, 

the gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure's song? 
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Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's side, f 
the fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
* why think we these less pleasing to behold 
than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ? 
l Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
when first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
O ceave, my fears !—a!l frantic as J go, 
when thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe; 
What if the lion in his rage I meet! 
oft in the dust I view his printed feet : 
and, fearful! oft, when day's declining light 
yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
by hunger rous'd, he scours the groaning plain, 
gaunt wolves and zullen tigers in his train; 
before them death, with shricks, directs their way ! 
fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
5 Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
when first from Schiraz' walls I bent may way! 
© At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep, 
if aught of rest I find, upon my sleep; 
l or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 
and wake to anguish with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor; 
from lust of wealth, and dread of death secure! 
they tempt no desarts, and no griefs they find; 
peace rules the day, where reason rules the mind. 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
when first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way! 
O hapless youth! for she thy love hath won, 
the tender Zara! will be most undone. 
Big swell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
when fast she dropp'd her tears, as thus she said:“ 
Farewell the youth, whom sighs could not detain; 
b 
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whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 
Yet as thou go'st, may every blast arise 
weak and unfelt as these rejected $ighs ! 
safe o'er the wild, no perils may'st thou see; 
no griefs endure ; nor weep, false youth! like me.” 
O let me safely to the fair return, 
Say, with a Kiss, she must not, shall not mourn ! 
O let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 
recall'd by wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears! 
He said; and call'd on Heaven to bless the day, 
when back to Schiraz* walls he bent his way. 


— — 


ECLOGUE III. 


Ara; or the Georgian Sultan g. 
Scene, a ſorest.---Time, the evening. 


In Georgia's land, where Tefflis' towers are seen, 
in distant view along the level green ; 
while evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 
and the tall forests cast a longer shade; 
what time 't is sweet o'er fields of rice to stray, 
or cent the breathing maize at setting day; 
amidst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra sung the pleasing cares of love. 

Of Abra first began the tender strain, 
who led her youth with flocks upon the plain ; 
at morn she came, those willing flocks to lead 
where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead : 
from early dawn the live-long hours she told, 
till late at silent eve she penn'd the fold. 
Peep in the grove, beneath the secret shade, 
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z various wreath of odorous flowers she made. 
Gay-motley'd pinks and sweet jonquils she chose,“ 
the violet blue that on the moss-bank grows ; 
all sweet to sense, the flaunting rose was there : 
the finish'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to stray, 
by love conducted from the chace away : 
among the vocal vales her heard her song, 
and Sought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid; 
she knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
* Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
and every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 
where still her crook and bleating flock remain: 
oft as she went, she backward turn'd her view, 
and bade that crook and bleating flock adicu. 
Fair happy maid ! to other scenes remove; 
to richer scenes of golden power and love! 
go leave the simple pipe, and shepherd's strain; 
with love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
© Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
and every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 
Yet, midst the blaze of courts, she fix'd her love 
on the cool fountain, or the shady grove; 
still, with the shepherd's innocence, her mind 
to the sweet vale and flowery mead inclin'd : 
and. oft as spring renew'd the plains with flowers, 
breath'd his soft gales, and led the fragrant hours; 
with sure return she sought the sylvan scene, 


That these flowers are found in very grit abundance in some 
of the provinces of Persia, tee the Modern History of Mr. 
Salmon. 
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the breezy mountains, and the forests green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 


tome simple lay, of flocks and herds they sung; 


with joy the mountaia and the forest rung. 
© Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
and every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 

And oft the royal lover left the care 

and thorns of state, attendant on the fair ; 

oft to the >hades and low-roof'd cots retir'd, 

or sought the vale where first his heart was fir d: 

a russet mantle, like a swain, he wore, 

and thought of crowns and busy courts no more. 
© Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
and every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !“ 

lest was the life that royal Abbas led; 

sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 

What if in wealth the noble maid excel? 

the simple shepherd-girl can love as well. 

Let those who rule on Persia's jewell'd throne, 

be fam'd for love, and gentlest love alone; 

or wrcathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 

the lover's myrtle with the wartior's crown. 

O happy days l' the maids around her zay; 

O haste, proſuse of blessings, haste away ! 
Ze every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
and ey'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !* 

— 
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ECLOGUE IV. 
Agib and Secander ; or, the Fugitives, 


Scene, a mountain of Circassia— Time, midnight. 


In fair Circassia, where, to love inclin'd, 
each swain was bless d, for every maid was kind; 
at that still hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
and none but wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
what time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
and pass'd in radiance through the cloudless sky; 
zad o'er the dews two brother shepherds fled, 
where wild'ring fear and desp'rate sorrow led: 
last as they press'd their light, behind them lay 
wild ravag'd plains, and vallies stole away. 
Along the mountain's bending sides they ran; 
till faint and weak, Secander thus began. 

Secan. O stay thee, Agib! for my feet deny, 
no longer friend!y to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart! O turn thee and survey; 
trace our sad flight through all its length of way! 
and fi tat review that long-extended plain, 
and yon wide groves already pass d with pain! 
yon ragged cliff, Whose dangerous path we try'd! 
and last, this lofty mountain's weary side! 

Agib. Weak as thou art, yet, hapless! must thou know 
the toils of flight, or some severer woe. 
Still as I haste, the Tartar shouts bebind, 
and shrieks and sorrows load the saddening wind; 
in rage of heart with ruin in his hand, 
he blasts our harvests, and deforms our land. 
You citron grove, whence first in fear we came, 

by 
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droops its fair honours to the conquering flame; 
far fly the swains, like us, iu deep despair, 
and leave to ruſſian bands their fleecy care. 
Secan. Unhappy land! Whose blezsings tempt the 
sword ; 
in vain, unheard, thou call'st thy Persian lord! 
In vain thou court'st him, helpless, to thine aid, 
to shield the shepherd, and protect the maid! 
Far off, in thoughtless indolence resign'd, 
soft dreams of love and pleasure zooth his mind: 
maidat fair sultanas lost in idle joy, 
po wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
Agi. Yet these green hills, in summer's sultry heat, 
have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the sight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 
by nymphs and shepherds lov'd, alas! in vain! 
No more the virgins shall delight to rove 
by Sargis' banks, or Irwan's shady grove; 
on Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
or breathe the sweets of Aly's flowery vale : 
fair scenes ! but ah! no more with peace possess d, 
with case alluring fand with plenty bless'd. 
No more the shepherds' whitening tents appear, 
nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
no more the date, with snowy blozoms crown'd ; 
but Ruin spreads her baleful fires around. 
Secan. In vain Circassia boasts her spicy groves, 
for ever fam'd for pure and happy loves; 
in vain she boasts her ſairest of the fair, 
their eyes“ blue languish, and their golden hair: 
those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must send; 
those hairs the Tartar's cruel hand shall rend. 
Agib. Ye Georgian swains! that piteous learn from f.: 


far 
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Circassia's ruin, and the Waste of war; 
zome weighter arms than crooks and staffs prepare, 
to shield your harvest, and defend your fair: 
the Turk and Tartar like designs pursue, 
fix'd to destroy, and stedfast to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deserts bred, 
by lust incited, or by malice led, 
the villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
oft marks with blood and wasting flames the way; 
yet none 50 cruel as the Tartar foe, 
to death inur'd, and nuts d in scenes of woe. 
He said; when loud along the vale was heard 
2 Shriller shriek, and nearer fires appear d: 
Th' affrighted shepherds, through the dews of night, 
wide o'er the moon-light hills renew's their flight. 
— 


ODES, DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 


TO PITY. 


O thou ! the friend of man assign'd, 

with balmy hands his wounds to bind, 

- and charm his frantic woe : 

when first Distress, with dagger keen, 

broke forth to waste his destin'd scene, 
his wild unsated foe! 

By Pella's bard, a magic name! 

by all the griefs his thought could frame, 
receive my humble rite! 

Long, Pity! let the nations view 

thy sky-worn robes of tenderest blue, 
and eyes of dewy light. 

But wherefore need I wander wide 

to old Ilissusꝰ distant side ? 
desertcd stream, and mute! 

Wild Arun “ too has heard thy strains, 

and Echo, midst my native plains, 
been sooth'd by Pity's lute. 

There first the wren thy myrtles shed, 

on gentlest Otway's infant head ; 
to him thy cell was shewn : 

and while he sung the female heart, 

with youth's soſt notes unspoil'd by art, 
thy turtles mix'd their own, 
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Come, Pity l come; by fancy's aid, 
ev'n now my thoughts, relenting maid ! 
thy temple's pride design: 
its 8outhern ite, its truth complete 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat, 
in all who view the «brine. 
There picture's toil shall well relate, 
how chance, or hard involving fate 
o'er mortal bliss prevail: 
the buskin'd Muse shall near her stand, 
and, sighing, prompt her tender hand, 
with each disastrous tale. 
There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
in dreams of passion melt away, 
allow'd with thee to dwell; 
there aste the mouraful lamp of night, 
till, Virgin ! thou agaio delight 
to hear a British sbell. 


„ 


TO FEAR. 


Thou ! to whom the world unknown 
with all its shadowy shapes is shown; 
who zeest appall'd th' unreal scene, 
while Fancy lifts the veil between ; 

ah Fear! ah frantic Fear! 

I ace, I tee thee near! | 
I know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye! 
like thee I tart, like thee disorder'd fly, 
for lo! what monaters in thy train appear ! 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mold 


22 ODES. Collin. 


what mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 

who stalks his round, an hideous form ! 
howling amidst the midnight storm, 

or throws him on the ridgy steep 

of some loose hanging rock to sleep: 
and with him thousand phantoms join'd, 
who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind ; 
and those, the fiends, who near allied, 
o'er nature's wounds, and wrecks preside ; 
while Vengeance, in the lurid air, 

lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare; 

on whom that ravening Brood of fate, 
who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait. 
Who, Fear | this ghastly train can see, 
and look not madly wild, like thee ? 


ZPODE. 
In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
the grief-full Muse addrest her infant tongue; 
the maids and matrons, on her awful voice 
silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 
Yet he, the Bard “ who first invok'd thy name, 
disdain'd in Marathon its power to feel; 
for not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
but reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's steel. 
But who is he, whom later garlands grace, 
who, left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 
with trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace, 
where thou and Furies shar'd the balcful grove ? 
Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' incestuous queen + 
$igh'd the sad call her son and husband heard, 
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when once alone it broke the silent scene, 
and he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd. 


O Fear! I know thee by my throbbing heart; 
thy withering power inspir'd each mournful line: 
tho' gentle Pity claim her mingled part, 
yet all the thunders of the scene are thine. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Thou who such weary lengths hast past, 
where wilt thou rest, mad nymph ! at last? 
Say, wilt thou shroud in haunted cell, 
where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell? 
or in some hollow'sd seat, 
gainst which the big waves beat, 
hear drowning seamen's cries in tempests brought ? 
Dark power! with $shuddering, meek, submitted 
be mine to read the visions old, [thought, 
which thy awakening bards have told: 
and, lest thou meet my blasted view, 
hold each strange tale devoutly true. 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-aw'd, 
in that thrice hallow'd eve abroad, 
when ghosts, as cottage-maids believe, 
their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
and goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
or mine, or flood, the walks of men! 
O thou! Whose spirit most possest 
the sacred seat of Shakespeare's breast; 
by all that from thy prophet broke, 
in thy divine emotions spoke, 
hither again thy fury deal; 
teach me but once like him to feel : 
his cypress wreath my mead decrce, 


and I, O Fear! will dwell with thee, 
— 
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TO SIMPLICITY. 


O thou! by nature taught, 
to breathe her genuine thought, 

in numbers warmly pure, and sweetly strong; 
who first on mountains wild, 
in Fancy, lovliest child, 

thy babe, and Pleazure's, nurs'd the powers of song! 
Thou! who with hermit heart | 
disdain'st the wealth of art, 

and gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall; 
but com'st a decent maid, 
in Attic robe array'd, 

O chaste, unboastful nymph! to thee I call. 
By all the honey'd store 
on Hybla's thymy shore; 

by all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear; 
by her, Whose love-lorn woe, | 
in evening musings slow, 

sooth'd sweetly sad Electra's poet's car; 
by old Cephisus deep, 
who spread his wavy sweep 

in warbled wanderings round thy green retreat, 
on Whose enamel'd zide, 
when holy Freedom died, 

no equal haunt allur'd thy future feet: 
O sister meek of Truth! 
to my admiring youth, 

thy sober aid and native charms inſuse. 
The flowers that sweetest breathe, 
tho“ Beauty cull'd the wreath, 

still ask thy hand to range their order'd ham. 


ſaint 
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While Rome could none esteem, 
but virtue's patriot theme, 
you lov'd her hills, and led her laureate band ; 
but staid to sing alone 
to one distinguish'd throne, 
and turn'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 
No more, in hall or bower, 
the pass ions own thy power; 
love, only love, her forceless numbers mean : 
for thou hast left her shrine, 
nor olive more, nor vine, 
zhall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 
Tho' taste, tho' genius bless 
to some divine excess, | 
faint 's the cold work till thou inspire the whole : | 
what each, what all supply, 
may court, may charm our eye; 
thou, only thou, can'st raise the meeting soul! 
Of these, let others ask, 
to aid some mighty task; : 
I only seek to find thy temperate vale, nn 
where oft my reed might sound | 
to maids and shepherds round, 
and all thy ons, O nature! learn my tale: 


MMM 


Written in the year 1746. 


How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 

by all their country's wishes blest! 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 
c 
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she there shall dress a sweeter sod, 
than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung; 
by forms unzeen their dirge is sung: 
there Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
to bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
and Freedom shall awhile repair, 

to dwell, a weeping hermit, there. 
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TO MERCY. 


8TROPHE. 
O thou ! who zit'st a smiling bride 
by Valou's arm'd and awful side, 
Gentlest of sky-born forms, and best ador'd ! 
who oft with songs, divine to hear, 
win'st from his fatal grasp the spear, 
and hid'st in wreaths of flowers his bloodless sword ; 
thou who amidit the deathful field, 
by godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
oft with thy bosom bare art found, 
pleading for him, the youth who sinks to ground: 
see, Mercy! seel with pure and loaded hands, 
before thy shrine my country's genius stands, 
and decks thy altar still, tho“ pierc'd with many 
wound, 


ANTISTROPHE. 
When he whom e'en our joys provoke, 
the fiend of nature join'd his yoke, 
and rush'd in wrath to make our isle his prey, 
thy form, from out thy sweet abode, 
o'ertook him on his blazted road, 
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and stop'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 
I zee recoil his sable stceds, 
that bore him swift to tavage deeds; 
thy tender melting eyes they own. 
O maid! for all thy love to Britain shown, 
where Justice bars her iron tower, 
to thee we build a roscate bower, 
thou, thou shalt rule our queen, and share our mon- 
arch's throne! 
. — 


TO EVENING. 


If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 
may hope, chaste Eve! to tooth thy modext ear, 
like thy own solema springs, 
thy springs, and dying gales; 
O Nymph reserv'd ! while now the bright hair'd sun 
tits in yon western tent, whose cloudy akiru, 
with brede etherial wove, 
o'crhang his wavy bed; 
now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey d bat, 
with short sbrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 
or where the beetle winds 
his small but zullen horn, 
as oft he rizes *midst the twilight path, 
against the pilgrim born in beedless hum; 
now teach me, Maid compos'd! 
to breathe tome zoften'd strain, 
whose numbers stcaling through thy dark*ning vale, 
may not unscemly with its stillness suit, 
as musing slow, I hail 
thy genial lov'd return; 


for when thy folding-star arising «hows 
his paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
the fragrant hours, and elves 
who slept in buds the day, 
and many anymph who wreathes her brows with tedge, 
and sheds the frezhening dew, and lovlier still, 
the pensive pleasures sweet 
prepare thy shadowy car. 
Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene, 
or find some ruin *midst its dreary dells, 
Whose walls more awful nod 
by thy religious gleams. 
Or if chill blus' ring winds or driving rain, 
prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
that from the mountain's side, 
views wilds, and swelling floods, 
and hamlets brown, and dim discover'd spires, 
and hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 
thy dewy fingers draw 
the gradual dusky veil. 
While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
and bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve! 
while Summer loves to sport 
beneath thy ling'ring light : 
while tallow autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 
or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 
_ affrights thy shrinking train, 
and rudely rends thy robes ; 
$0 long regardful of thy quiet rule, 
shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 
thy gentlest influence own, 
and love thy favourite name 
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TO PEACE. 


O thou ! who bad'st thy turtles bear 
swift from his grasp thy golden hair, 
and sough'st thy native skies ; 
when War, by vultures drawn from far, 
to Britain bent his iron car, 
and bade his Storms arise! 
Tir'd of his rude tyrannic sway, 
our youth shall fix some festive day, 
his sullen shrines to burn: 
but thou, who hear'st the turning spheres, 
hat sounds may charm thy partial cars, 
and gain thy blest return ? 
O Peace! thy injur'd robes up-bind; 
O rise, and leave not one behind 
of all thy beamy train! 
The British lion, Goddess sweet! 
lies stretch'd on earth to kiss thy fect, 
and own thy holier reign. 
Let others court thy transicnt smile, 
but come to grace thy western isle, 
by warlike Honour led; 
and, while around her ports rcjoice, | 
while all her sont adore thy choice, | 
with him for erer wed! | 
—— 
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THE PASSIONS. 
For music. 


When Music, heavenly maid! was young, 


while yet in carly Greece she zung, 

the Passions oft to hear her shell, 
throng'd around her magic cell; 
exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
poszess'd beyond the Muse's painting; 
by turns they felt the glowing mind 
disturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd ; 
till once, t is zaid, when all were fir'd, 
fll'd with fury, rapt, inspir'd, 

from the supporting myrtles round 
they snatch'd her instruments of zound, 
and as they oft had heard apart 

sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

each, for madness rul'd the hour, 
would prove his own expressive power. 
First Fear his hand, its skill to try, 
amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 

and back recoil'd be knew not why, 
even at the sound bimself had made. 


Next Anger rush'd, his eyes on fire, 
in lightoings own'd his secret stings, 
in one rude clash he struck the lyre, 


and swept with burried hand the string:. 


With woeful measures wan Despair— 
low sullen sounds his grief beguil'd ; 

a zolemn, strange, and mingled air! 

't was ad by fits, by starts t was wild. 
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But thou, O Hope! with eyes $0 fair, 
what was thy delighted measure? 
still it whiper'” promis'd pleasure, 
and bade the lovely scenes at distance hail! 
still would her touch the sttain prolong, 
and from the rocks, the woods, tbe vale, 
she call'd on Echo still through all the song; 
and where her sweetest theme she chose, 
a Soft iesponstve voice was heard at every close; 
and Hope enchanted smil'd, and wav'd her golden hair, 
and longer had she sung,—but, with a frown, 
Revenge impatient rose; 
he threw his blood-stain'd sword in thunder down, 
ana with a withering look, 
the war-denouncing trumpet took, 
and blew a blast so loud and dread, 
were ne'er prophetic sounds so fuil of woe; 
and ever and anon he beat 
the doubling drum with furious heat; 
and tho* sometimes each dreary pause between, 
dejected Pity at his Side, 
her soul-subduing voice applied, 
yet ﬆtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
while each strain'd ball of sight scem'd burſting from 
his head. 
Thy numbers, Jealousy ! to nought were fix'd, 
$ad proof of thy distressful state: 
of differing themes the veering song was mix'd, 
and now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate. 
With eyes up-rais'd, as one inspir'd, 
pale Melancholy sat retir'd, 
and from her wild sequester'd seat, 
in notes by distance made more swect, 
4 
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pour'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul, 
and dasking soft from rocks around, 
bubbling runnels join'd the sound; 
through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole, 
or o'er some haunted streams with fond delay, 
round an holy calm diffusing, 
love of peace, and lonely musing, 
in hollow murmurs dicd away. 
But O! how alter'd was its sprightlier tone! 
when Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthicst hue, 
her bow across her shoulder 
her buskins gemm'd with morning dew, 
blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
the hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 
the oak-crown'd Sisters, and their chaste- eyed queen, 
satyrs and sylvan boys were seen, 
peeping from forth their alleys green; 
brown Exercise rejoic'd to hear, 
and Sport leapt up, and zciz'd his beechen spear 
Last came Joy's ecstatic trial; 
he with viny crown advancing, 
first to the lively pipe his hand addrest, 
but soon he saw the brisk awakening viol, 
whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best 
They would have thought, who heard the strain, 
they saw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
2midst the ſestzl s0unding shades, 
to some unwearied minstrel dancing, 
while, as bis flying fingers kiss'd the strings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantastic round; 
loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound, 
and he, amidst his frolic play, 


as if he would the charming air repay, 
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shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 
O Music! sphere-descended maid, 
friend of pleasure, wisdom's aid, 
Why, Goddess! why to us denied ? 
lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

as in that lov'd Athenian bower, 

you learn'd an all-commanding power; 
thy mimic soul, O nymph, endear'd ! 
can well recal what then it heard. 
Where is thy native simple heart, 
devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art ? 

Arise, as in that elder time, 

warm, energetic, chaste, sublime! 

Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
fill thy recording Sister's page. 

'T is said, and I believe the tale, 

thy humblest reed could more prevail, 
had more of strength, diviner rage, 
than all which charms this laggard age; 
even all at once together found 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound.— 
O bid our vain endeavours ceasc, 
revive the just designs of Greece; 
return in all thy simple state; 

Confirm the tales her sons relate! 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 


The icene of the following stanzas is «upporcd to lie on the Thames, 


ncar Richmond. 


In yonder grave a Druid lies 

where slowly winds the stealing wave; 
the year's best sweets shall dutcous rise 
to deck its poet's sylvan grave. 

In yon deep bed of whisp'ring reeds 

his airy harp * shall now be laid, 

that he Whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 
may love through life the soothing shade. 
Then maids and youths shall linger here, 
and while its sounds at distance swell, 
shall sadly seem in Pity's ear, 

to hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knell. 
Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 
when Thames in summer wreaths is drest, 
and oft suspend the dashing oar 

to bid his gentle spirit rest! 

and oft as Ease and Health retire 

to breezy lawn, or forest deep, 

the friend shall view yon whitening + spire, 
and *mid the varied landscape weep, 

But thou, who own'st that earthly bed, 
ah! what will every dirge avail ? 

or tears, which Love and Pity shed, 

that mourn beneath the gliding sail! 


The barp of Aolus, of which tee a description in the © Cattle of 


Indolence.“ 


+ Rickmond church, in which Mr. Thomson was buried. 
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Vet lives there one, Whose heedless eye 
shall scorn thy pale shrine glimm' ring near ? 
with him, sweet bard ! may Fancy die, 
and Joy desert the blooming year. 

But thou, lorn stream ! Whose sullen tide 
no sedge-crown'd sisters now attend, 
now waft me from the green hill's side, 
whote cold turf hides the buried friend! 
And zee, the fairy valleys fade, 

dun Night has veil'd the solemn view! 
yet once again, dear parted shade! 

meek Nature's child! again adicu! 

The genial meads * assign'd to bless 

thy life, shall mourn thy early doom! 
their hinds, and shepherd-girls shall dress 
with simple hands thy rural tomb. 

Long, long, thy stone, and pointed clay 
shall melt the musing Briton's eyes; 

oh vales! and wild woods ! shall he say, 
in yonder grave your Druid lies! 


* Mr, Thomson resided in the neighbourkood of Richmond zome 
time defore his death. 
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DIRGE IN CYMBELINE. 


To fair Fidele's grazzy tomb 

soft maids, and village hinds shall bring 
each opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 
and rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 

to vex with shicks this quiet grove, 

but shepherd lads assemble here, 

and melting virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witch shall here be seen, 
no goblins lead their nightly crew; 

the female fays shall haunt the green, 
and dress thy grave with pearly dew ! 
The red - bteast oft at evening hours 
shall kindly lend his little aid, 

with hoary moss, and gather'd flowers, 
to deck the ground where thou art laid. 
When howling winds, and beating rain, 
in tempests shake thy sylvan cell; 

or *midst the chace on every plain, 

the tender thought on thee shall dwell. 
Each lonely scene shall thee restore, 

for thee the tear be duly shed; 

belov's till life can charm no more, 
and mourn'd till Pity's self be dead: 
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Sung by Ouiderus and Arviragus over Fidele, upposed to be dead. 
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SONG. 
The tentiments borrowed from Shakerpear. 


Young Damon of the Vale is dead, 
ye lowland hamlets moan : 

a dewy turf lies o'er his head, 
and at his feet a stone. 

His shroud, which death's cold damps destroy, 
of snow-white threads was made; 

all mourn'd to see 80 sweet a boy 
in earth for ever laid. 

Pale pansies o'er his corpse were plac'd, 
which, pluck'd before their time, 

bestrew'd the boy, like him to Waste, 
and wither in their prime. 

But will he ne'er return, Whose tongue 
could tune the rural lay? 

ah, no! his bell of peace is rung, 
his lips are cold as clay. 

They bore him out at twilight hour, 
the youth who lov'd 80 well: 

ah mel how many a true-love shower 
of kind remembrance fell ! 

Each maid was wo—but Lucy chief, 
her grief o'er all was tried, 

within his grave she dropp'd in grief, 
and o'er her lov'd one died. 
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on der weeping at ber lerer Wedding. 


Ceaze, Fair Aurelia ! ceaze to mourn ; 
Lament not Hannah's happy state : 
you may be happy in your turn, 

and zeize the treazure you regret. 
With Love united Hymen stands, 
and softly whispers to your charms; 
Meet but your lover in my bands, 
you'll find your sister in his arms.” 
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